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Jumes Chambers and Hj"ulliam Collins, 
The Two Unfortunate Milefators now under Sentence of Deach in 
Newgate, at Newcaftle upon Tyne; 

For the Robbery of e,, Anderſon, upon the Town X foor of that Town. 


James Chambers's Lamentation. 
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Fitewel toes the time is drawing near; 
t muſt go and leave this world b-aind, 


Rememder we Uk, when Wy breath is gone, 
is unto iIHeE& S]:ave alone; 


Tron knoweit Lot g., we things Vve cone, and when, 
The tine u place where committed rem, 

It ;ri-ve< ame wicnYihink, what's happened unto me, 
Fiirgive mi is, O Lord! then h.pps ſhall be 
It gr'cves inc waen | think, the treedom once had l, 
Ia plcatures then | liv'd, but now in pain [ die, 

In griet i paſs he day, in tears tune night. 

Have mercy on me Lord, thou Gd ot miaht. 
Thou knowelt my forrows Lord, and wort it be, 
Have Mete on me Lord, and f om death let me free; 
"Tis in the otier world, | hope not io ties 

But in Heaven let me enjoy Fileciry. 

Lord look down ou me, pardon l do crave, 

Have mercy on me Lord, and pardon let me have, 
Pardon Q Lord. pray lend with ſpeed, 

For what i have done, in word and deed, 

With mercy Lord look down, ſtew pity unto me, 
My body 1 commit to duſt, my ſou! tv thee; 
Receive my foul O Lord. when my breath's gone, 
Open and fay 'm welcome to thy throne, 

Weep not my friends nor once ſhed a tear, 

Ih Heaven | hope we ſhall meet where ingels appear, 
There to reſt in quietneis from al care ang trite, 
And from all thoſe that took away my lite. 

My ſoul with iwiftneſs fly to God divine, 

Receive it Lord, to thee | do reſign 

Deliver me through chriſt thy ſon, 

Open thy arms, ſweet Jeſus nov I come, 

Why ſhould I fret or revine tor fince it maſt be ſo, 
To day by man I'm bound. fo | with pleaſure go, 

O Lord forgive what I have faid or don”, 

And deliver me fr-:-m thy wrath to come 

Then will | fing witn a cheartul heart, 

And ſay vain world trom the i'm glad te part. 


From hence ye thoughtleſs giddy yourh, 
Learn my ſad tare to ſhun, 

Aſſure yourſelves of this great truth, 
E'ce ye ſhall be un lone - 


If you your friends advice forſake, 
And dou't their couniel keep, 
I Too late you'll find vour fad miſtake, 
And then have cauſe ro weep. 


My crime is great, my fentence juſt, 
And now | mult reſign, 

That body in the athly duſt, 
Which never yer was mine. 


And before God muſt {on appear, 
A juſt acc.;unt to give, 

How | hive pils'd my life time here. 
The days I've had to live. 
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William Collins's Lamentation. 


OME, LORD, to a finner's Relief, 
A Sinner o'er *helm'd in Diſtre 


My Spirit is burthen'd with Grief, | 


And pines for a ipecdy Releaſe; 
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Let pity inclice th.te to ſave, 

No longer let WVercy delay, 
To tnatch a poor foul from the Grave, 

And stan dcvrive of his prey. 
Unworthy of pardening Grace, 
Muy din lacknou ledge is great, 
In Juſtice hou hideſt thy Face, 

Bur, Saviour, Il at thy Feet: 
And there will I a\ways abi.lc, 

(il JESUS his Vercy impart 
His Spirit in me to teſide, 

For ever to re ga in my Heart. 


Come quickly, my LORD, from aboye, 
hy treaſure no longer concea! ; 
A ſcnie of thy paidoning Love, 
And preſence Ilanguiſh to feel: 
Thy Spirit to change me within, 
And chert 2 poo: Soul in Diſtreſs, 
To cleanſe me from every fin. 
And hit with unipeakable Peace. 


Let this be my Portion below, 
A Portion of ]+-SJ*'s Love, 
Nothing clie | deſite to know, 
O Farth or in Heaven above: 
Thou doſt to a forrowtut Mind, 
Th heavenly treaſure impart; 
Thy qu ek'ning ſpirit | find, 
Thy witnets, O God, in my keart, 
I tafte of the manna below,. 
Thy ſecret to me is r-veal'd ; 
My pudon thou giv it me to know. 
Thy trath to my foul is ſuffift'd: 
In ſec King my LORD I have tound, 
The treature that Goth not decay; 
O! let it incceate and abound, = 
Till JE Us conduct me away. 
| While finging thy praiſes, O LORD, 
I fecl in my heart a deſire, 
To hear thee pronounce the glad word, 
Come jon with the heavenly quire.” 
Unwortny of pardoning Grace, 
My Sin I acknowledge is great, 
In ſuſtice thou hideſt thy Face, 
But, Saviour, I fail at thy Feet: 


And there will [ always abide, 

Till Jefus his Mercy impart; 
His Spirit in me to reſide, 

For ever to reign in my Heart. 
Come, Lord, and make ready the bride, 
| My Saviour, no longer delay; 

Come quickly, my God and my guide, 


And ſafely conduct me away. 
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